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Pantomime 


by Gallus 


Summary 


The first time Doflamingo sees the corpse of his brother standing silently in the corner of his 
room he almost tears the wall in half. Doflamingo does not do that though, because he is both 
well acquainted with the symptoms of his own madness and perfectly in control of them. 
Things long past, things that shouldn't bother him, things that don't bother him, often haunt 
him in nightmares and drunken visions. Honestly, it's only natural that his bullet ridden 
brother join the catalog. He will ignore it, and one day it will vanish as quietly as it once 
appeared. 


He doesn't vanish. 


Notes 


this fic contains violence and alcohol use but nothing i feel is more severe than canon. also 
watch out for that Doflamingo-typical madness 


See the end of the work for more notes 


The first time Doflamingo sees the corpse of his brother standing silently in the corner of his 
room he almost tears the wall in half. Doflamingo does not do that though, because he is both 
well acquainted with the symptoms of his own madness and perfectly in control of them. 
Things long past, things that shouldn't bother him, things that don't bother him, often haunt 
him in nightmares and drunken visions. Honestly, it's only natural that his bullet ridden 
brother join the catalog. He will ignore it, and one day it will vanish as quietly as it once 
appeared. 


He doesn't vanish. 


Somehow, somehow, somehow, the sight of his brother never fails to temporarily unnerve 
him. Quiet Rosinante, bloody and beaten down Rosinante, always always smiling Rosinante, 
only ever appears to Doflamingo when he's alone. 


(Only ever appears when it's just the two of them, but Doflamingo refuses to describe it as 
such.) 


Rosinante never makes himself particularly known. He simply stands to the side, and waits to 
be noticed. 


His eyes are shadowed beneath his bangs, but Doflamingo still feels his brother's gaze on the 
back of his neck, no matter where he stands. Sometimes he sits across from the apparition, 
daring it to move first, and even then he still feels unseen eyes boring into him. 


Doflamingo learns to live with it. 


Some days, Rosinante's smile looks particularly garish. It stretches unnaturally from ear to 
ear, as if painted on (it is), as if carved into his cheeks (it might well be.) 


His thin lips stay closed, but Doflamingo knows that if he were to open them, his mouth 
would be full of broken teeth. 


Rosinante might not even be smiling at all. Doflamingo knew very little about his brother, 
apparently, so it stands to reason he wouldn't even know Rosinante's true smile. He thinks if 
Rosinante even knows how to genuinely smile there's only a single treacherous brat in the 
world who knows what it looks like. 


Doflamingo could check to see if it's only the makeup, see if his brother is actually scowling 
under there, or perhaps not emoting at all, but that would require him to get a closer look. 


One day, Doflamingo walks in on brother dear passively looking at a painting he keeps in his 
ship’s private quarters. An abstract, faceless figure reaching up to grasp the north star. He’s 
always found it inspirational. 


Doflamingo can’t see his face, Rosinante’s whole body is turned towards it. The apparition 
doesn’t look up as he enters, as he very deliberately doesn’t stare, as he simply walks to his 
reading chair. The sight chills him more than he’d care to admit. Would it be better if 
Rosinante were facing him as usual? Facing something implies looking at it. Looking at 
something implies observing it. Observing something implies thinking about it. Forming 
thoughts and opinions. Judging. Perhaps planning. 


Doflamingo slowly picks up his book, flips through to where he last left off. If Rosinante is 
simply facing the wall, that’s odd, but nothing to pay much attention to. If he’s observing the 
painting on the wall, then what has he been doing while facing Doflamingo all this time? 


For the rest of the night, Doflamingo reads his book without comprehending the words, and 
his brother stares at the painting. 


Doflamingo takes a long swig off his bottle of wine, then tosses it to the floor. Rosinante 
makes no comment. 


He's never made a comment. He's never said anything. Even when they were children, 
Rosinante was as quiet as a ghost. 


Ha. 
"You know, when I welcomed you back, brother, oh so graciously, I had my suspicions." 
Rosinante says nothing. 


Doflamingo reaches with his strings for another bottle. "But I quashed those." Wine spills 
down his lips as he speaks. "And I never told anyone." 


Rosinante says nothing. 
"In fact, I had people punished for suggesting my own brother was plotting against me." 
Rosinante says nothing. 


Blood pulses. "You made me look like a fool, brother. Do you know what that was like? No 
one dared to say anything to my face, but I knew. I know." Doflamingo stands up. He sways 
on his feet with the bottle still held loosely between his fingers. He takes a step towards 
Rosinante to— 


To what? To cut his strings through thin air and watch them pass through his drunken 
delusion? To acknowledge the apparition as truly something real? Doflamingo lets the bottle 
drop to the ground, and stumbles in the opposite direction to stand outside on his balcony. He 
tells himself the fresh air will do him some good. 


Rosinante says fucking nothing. 


It smells like smoke. 


Like an ashtray fire snuffed out with faux feathers. The smell of burnt polyester and acrylic 
melting together into an unsalvageable slag. Somehow it’s preferable to coffee cups half full 
of cigarette butts, fermented into a burning viscous poison that slides down the throat far too 
easily. He holds his breath as he forces the rotten apple core down. “Look, mother,” he tells 
the body, “it’s not so bad!” Rosinante says nothing, as usual. 


The building is burning around them and people with torches stand outside. At first his Elite 
Officers protest the explicit recruitment of children. Unreliable, weak minded creatures, they 
say. Rosinante simply hates being around them. It’s all nonsense. If someone can’t manage to 
claw their way through even half of what he did as a child then they don’t deserve to stand 
next to him at the top of the world. Suffering doesn’t build character, but it certainly fosters 
something he can use. Corazon can throw as many brats out of as many windows as he 
wants. It's a good quality filter. 


Every night they feast on the finest North Blue has to offer. Burnt bread and rotten fruit and 
dead pigeons. Dinner is always a boisterous affair. Despite all the pomp and circumstance 
Celestial Dragons are just as much animal as everyone else. Slaves are ordered to lick chunks 
of spittle off the floor. Giolla tells Buffalo and Baby 5 to chew with their mouths closed. 
Beside him and silent as ever, Rosinante eats nothing. He makes a joke, tells his brother that 
he can’t survive off of cigarettes alone, but rigor mortis has sealed his Rosinante’s mouth 
shut. 


The torches are getting closer. Their father is a useless fool. The island is on fire. The smoke 
fills his lungs. 


Doflamingo coughs himself awake. He snatches an open bottle off of his bedside table and 
takes a swig of the stale wine. It does little to soothe his throat, but it gets the job done. 


The room is cold. As Doflamingo sits up, he notices that the windows are foggy. 
Then he sees it. 


He stumbles forward, his limbs once again as gangly as they were in his youth, and just as 
heedless of anything in their path. When he slams his hands down onto the vanity countertop, 
and slowly slides his palms across it to grip the corners, all of his fine things scatter 
everywhere. Pieces of near priceless jewelry clatter to the floor. A crystal bottle of cologne 
shatters into thousands of wet shards. Doflamingo hears none of this over the blood pounding 
in his ears. 


He can’t see himself in the foggy mirror, not aside from the long strokes of it wiped clean. 
Doflamingo belatedly realizes he's brought one hand up to grip his face only after he hears 
his glasses starting to crack beneath his fingers. 


The straight lines on the mirror must've been written with a finger, but it looks far too precise 
for that. It more resembles handwriting, a blocky style he's seen so many times on countless 
sheets of cheap notepad paper. 


NOTHING TO SAY TO YOU 


The next day Doflamingo doesn’t see his brother, nor does he see him the day after that. Soon 
enough, the days turn into a week, then the week becomes a month. After that he doesn’t 
keep count. 


Some time between the days, but before the months, he had the vanity removed from his 
room. 


The world will soon be his oyster, and he has better things to do than entertain notions of the 
dead. 


Hunched over his desk, Doflamingo taps his quill against the table as he silently runs some 
numbers. Auctioneers need their cut, as do transporters, and then there's the various finder's 
fees. 


Things are changing, though. Doflamingo can see it in the churning waves and smell it on the 
cold north wind. After his position as Dressrosa's rightful ruler is established he'll move on to 
less crude, far more lucrative business practices and— 


—a silent voice whispers into his ear. 
“Mother would be disappointed in you.” 


When Doflamingo whips around, he is alone. 


End Notes 


check my bio is you wanna know where to find me B] 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


